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An Eleg 


Upon the Death of the Mott [{lſtrious Princeli : 


HENERETTA 


Dutcheſs of 


= ELIE 


UR day's o*recalt Melportne come on 

( } ATR my Fancy, now TIamalonr, 

>= Diſturbed Spirirs come my Sonl affrigat, 
Your dolein! preſence firs my Fancy right, 
1*Enxprels this Tragedy then Ier me cfuote 
Tan taddeſt of the Nine to be my Mule, 
So ſhall my Verte with ſtzhs and growr's be full, 
Fitting th* eccaſion though my Faucy s dull. 


I be who t'other day rejoyc'd to hear,” + 

Our Royal Princets came to Dower Peer, 

Where Roaring Guns their Martial turic Hd ſound, 
VWhilſt Neptunes ſubjects danced all a round, 

And Barges keeping tims ( tcarce known before 
Daorc'd a Carranto with her te the ſhore. 

Where ſhe her welcome by thac hollow forind 

That chears the Ex2li(h, kut the French doth found, 
Ec) Man more breath there from the Air did borrow 
T' Expreſs their Joy but ſoon *twas turn'd to lorrow.: 


Thon come {ad Muſe 1nd briney tears diftill 
ſtead of Hellicoainro my Quill, 

Our tndden Jcy, focn into gi ict was kurl'd 

Heneretta leaving England, Icft the Wortld, 

Yernerc*rwas known before the Brittiſh Main, 

VV as the bleft Currant to the Eltazinsy 

Such Eappfnels ſhe injoy'd in Exglifh ground, 

As inthe Gallick Court could nor be fonnd, 

She fougat but ound nothing there worth her ſtay 

She there'ore broke hc Faſt, and fled away 

Unto thole blefled manſions, where all cares 

Are tvac away, ther's no ſuch thing as tears, 

She cars a part with Saints in Heavens bleft Quire 

Where we by her c x1mple miy alptre, 


Ve live todye ftrange Paradox yet truc 
Since wefre our {rangers we muſt bid adicy., 


Yet Heavens we mnlt complain that you'r unkind 


-- 


Tous te fvrprize us, and ncr pur's in mind 

By Comets, Metcors ta; do new appear, 

Bat to give w2 "Mrg Princes deaths are near, 
Death we wave feat! yeu fir, ſince you began 

Ve ttiik that nothing fatisfie you cau, 

Eut Princes Corps, you'l brook no common Food, 
Since you the {weetzeſ(s know of Royal Blood, 

Fn Ten Years ſpace from Brittaizs Royal Tree, 
Four mighty Arms are broken off by thee. 


: — 
LET 


Hexeretta ded this melts us all te tears, 
And every one a Ntobe appears, 

Exch Lady drowns with tears her ſparkling eyes, 
Becoming Martyrs to grieis cruclties. E 

*Tis true, ſhe left us for a berter fiare, 

1o us unhappy, to her a happy Fate, 

Death was her Friend, raough ws oi him compy! ain; 
That called her from theſe Earthly carcs and pain, 
Yet cat't we bear ity thus to looſe x Friend, 

We needs muſt hate what to our Love puts cnd, 


But heark methink I do already hear, 

1he Heavens themſelves with moſt meliodious chear 
Chant ſacred Anthems, heark tweer mellody 

Sure Princes ſouls compole this Harmony, 

Whilſt Mertalls here below do weeping cry .. 

Our Joy is fled unto Ercrnity. 


An Epitaph. 


Stay Traveller and thou ſhalt ſees 

A Mortal yet a Dzety, 

Princes are Gods, his word woth cry 

Tet tells them they like mer muſt ae, 
Beauties Maſter=piect bere doth lay, 
What ſilks aid eloath, nows clad in clay, 


The Su of beauties now is made 


Dark, by Deaths interpoſed ſhade, 
Ma efiy's here laid induft, 

This tells J0u. Fates decrees are juſt, 

All muſt obey thetr juſt commanil 
Death's Summons no man dare nithſland, 
Though many from him fain would keeps 
Wh Captives tohim truly creep , 
B:h0l4 a Princeſs bere deth le 

Soon ſnatch'd from Earths Felicity, 

She came to ſee her Native Land, 
Where Pleaſures was on ewe'y hand, 

But ſuch trgfles rer't her Aim, 

She came, and ſaw, and vvercame, 

She ſaw Earth's joy was vanity, 

So took her leave, and went to dhe 


R. Philo polymathes 
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